

7 be hejlory 

As veered with a figh would riuein twaine, 

Leaft Iietlor or my father fhould percciuc mcc.* 

I haue (as when the Sunne doth light afeorne) 

Buried this figh in wrinde of a fmyle, , 

But forrow that is couchtin feeming giadneile, 
is like that mirth fate turnes to fuddainefadnefle. 

And her haire were not fome-what darker then JicU 
lens veil goto , there were no more comparifon beeweene 
the women 1 but for my part flic is my kinfwoman , I would 
not as they tcarmeic praife her , buc Iwou!diom-body had 
heard her talke yeftcr-day as I did, l will not difpraifeyour 
iifier Cajfxndr<es wit, but- — — 

Troy ♦ Oh Pandarus I cell thee P andarus. 

When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drown’d 
Reply not in how many fadomes deepc. 

They lie indrench’d.l tell theel am maddc: 

In C re fids loue ? tnou anfwe-.ft Hie is faire, 
powreft in the open vlcer of my heart.* 

Her eyes, her haire her cheeke, her gate, her voice, 

Handled in thy difeourfcsO that her hand 

In whofc companion all whites are yoke 

Writing their owner g p ^ , , 4: 

The*efgnets downc is hai fl',and fpi*. it oFTencer 

Hard as the palme of plow-man;this thou telft me, 

A$ true thou telft me.wheaT fay I loue her, 

But laying thus in fteedofoyleand balmc, 

Thou layft in euery gafh that loue hath giuen mee 

The knife that made it. 

- Pan:! fpeake no more then truth. 

Troy. Thou doft not fpeake fo much. . 

Tan: Faith lie not meddle in it, let her bee as fliee is, if the 
bee faiie tis the better for her, and fhee bee not/he has the 
mends inherowne hands. 

Troy. Good P avdarm how now P kndam# 

Pm: I hauehadmvlabcurformytrauell , ill thought on 
of her,and ill thought of you , gon betweeneand betweene*, 
but fmall thanks for my labour. 

Troy . Whatai tthou angry Pandarus} what with me? ’ 
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of Troylus md Crtffeidn. 

Bccaufe fines kin to me therefore fliee’s not fo faire 
rr./L an d flic were kin to me ; O e would be as fail c a • 

d,faS-, is on Sunday, but v hat I ?I care nor and fliee 
were a blackeamore, tis all one to mt e. 

TroY. Say I fhe is not faire? , 


no more ith’niatter. 

Troy. P ancUrtts. Van, Not I. 

Troy. SwcetePfWwkrw* . 

Van. Pray you fpeake no more to mee I wnl Ieaue all as i 

found it and there an end. Exit. 

Senna alarum. 

Trot. Peace you vneracious clamors,peace 1 ude founds, 
Fooles on both f\des,Hellett muft needes be faire. 

When with your bloud you daylie paint her thus, 

I cannot fight vpon this argument: 

It is too ftaru’d a fubieft for my fword, 

ButP anda ut : O gods 1 how do you plague me 
I cannot come to Creffii but by P War, 

And he’s as ceachy to be- wood to woe, 

As ftie-is fbrrfcrBor trench f>ft,3gsiTnft all iuitc. 

Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes loue 

What Crejfid \s, whai Pandar^nd what we: * af 

Her bed is India therc'ftie lies, agaric, 

Bctweene our Ilium, and where ftiee reides 
Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood? 
OurielfetheMarchant^and this fay 1 1 ng PW^ 

Our doubtfuli hope 5 our conuoy and our barkc. 

Alarum Enter zSEneas . 

t^£r:e. How now prince Jroyltts 9 wherefore not a field, • 
Trvyx Becaufcnottherc;this womans anfwer forts, 

For worn ani&dt is to befrom thence. 

What ncwcstAEneas from the field to day? 

That P arts is returned heme and hurt,. 

Troy, By whom uEneati 

Troylus by OUenclaus. 

A 5 Troy, 
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